CHAPTER 221 


December 8, 2011 


“Justin? Are you okay?” 


The team had just finished up in expedition into the dark reaches of Adachi’s heart, 
exhausted from the trip and making their way back home for the day. Dojima had 
already froze the trial on Namatame as he was already aware Namatame could 
potentially be innocent given recent developments, so time wasn’t really an issue 
unless you considered the possibility of Adachi telling the truth about this whole 
world’s merging business. Though what good catching Adachi would do to stop the 
two from merging, Justin couldn’t rightfully say. He didn’t quite care either, he was 
too busy drowning in his grief to pay attention to the real threat at hand. The entire 
trip through the twisted world Adachi had created, Justin could only stare into space 
like a mad man. No thoughts, no emotion, just an empty vessel carrying out his 
mission inside the television world. He was just a hollow shell of a man after having 
his heart crushed again. Everyone was aware of it too; most everyone tried to get 
him to just go back home and wait it out. He didn’t want to bring Adachi in or bring 
himself to terms with the fact Adachi was a killer, and the crew knew that. But Justin 
insisted on doing this... a job was a job after all. Even if it was painful to go through 
with. 


“Yeah... Yeah I’m fine.” Justin tried to reassure Chie, eyes aimed towards the ground 
in agony. Why of all the people in this goddamned town did it have to be Adachi? 
Hadn't Justin been betrayed enough in his short existence? He sighed ever so 
Slightly, pacing around the room with a look of longing in his eyes. As if he had 
never felt more lost in his life. “Just a headache.” He lied through his teeth. Chie 
wasn’t stupid though, she knew Justin like the back of a book, and the fact of the 
matter was she understood more than anyone the kind of pain he was going 
through. She could see the resemblance between Adachi and that picture she had 
seen of Justin’s father... for Justin, it was like watching a trainwreck rewind and 
happen all over again. Chie sighed as she slowly made her way to Justin’s side. It 
hurt her to see Justin in so much pain now that the damage was done. He never 
really did trust men after what his father had done to him; girls were the only ones 
whoever treated him with even an ounce of dignity and respect. Adachi was going 
to be the link for him to get over that hurdle; but instead he just crushed Justin 
beneath the barricade. Hell, Justin found it hard to even look at Yu and the others 
the same way now. Deep down he feared that they were no better than Adachi. 
After all, they were but men. 


“No, you're not okay. You know you can’t lie to me about this kind of stuff.” Chie 
tried to reassure him. She wanted to be his crutch while he tried to recover from the 
shock of it all, but the fact of the matter was no crutch could heal the wound Adachi 


had reopened after all these years. Medicine couldn’t heal wounds that cut so deep 
as to scratch the soul. Nothing Chie could say or do could justify what Adachi had 
done to Justin. She couldn’t convince him there was bright side to any of this. How 
could anyone, really? “You wanna talk about it?” 


“No. Not really.” Justin shook his head. He wanted to pretend this never happened 
and suppress it just the way he had his father’s abuse, not get therapy from Chie of 
all people. She always did make him feel better, but she wouldn’t ever really 
understand what he was going through, so what was even the point. “I just... Need 
some time... I’ll catch up in a moment.” Justin turned to her, dismissing her from the 
room the two stood alone in, red vortex lighting the walls up in that twisted red 
aura. She didn’t seem too happy about Justin kind of blowing her off like that, 
though more so the fact that it was pretty clear he wasn’t going to just be okay 
given some time... That said though, maybe talking about it right away wasn’t such 
a great idea. She’d give him his space for now, but they’d have to talk about it 
eventually. 


“Well... alright, but if you ever want to talk-“ 


“| know, | know, you'll be right there.” Chie sighed one last time before turning 
about and taking her leave, leaving Justin alone in Adachi’s room, posters torn 
about all over the walls. She didn’t feel comfortable leaving him there, and rightfully 
so as it would soon become apparent. That said though, he did not to get 
everything out of system... maybe being surrounded by memoribillia of what Adachi 
truly was would help him come to terms with what Adachi really was. And then the 
only pain would be that he had been deceived this entire time, not the belief that 
there had to be some good deep down in his twisted black heart. Minute after 
minute passed with Justin simply pacing around the room, examining every poster, 
every piece of furniture, every scrap of wallpaper in this room. He had... But then he 
heard a voice call out to him. 


“This is a problem.” Justin’s eyes widened for a moment, alarmed by the sound of 
Adachi echoing throughout the room; more specifically behind him. He was quick to 
turn around, hoping to lay eyes on the man, only to find his mind had been playing 
tricks on him it would seem. A shame, part of him was hoping to find that his 
problems had nothing to do with this murder case, or that his problem was he was 
aware he had fallen into the clutches of sinfulness and evil. That perhaps he could 
repent for all he had done and find good favor in Justin’s eyes once again... Instead, 
all Justin got was the barrel of a gun to the back of his head as he turned about. He 
recognized the texture almost immediately as it came to contact the back of his 
skull. He didn’t so much as flinch though, as if part of him wouldn’t even care if the 
fucker tried to blow his brains out all over the floor. As far as Justin was concerned, 
Adachi trying to spray his brain matter across the wall was only proof he never even 
cared in the first place. And that only went to tear the gap in Justin’s heart open 


even further. “Why didn’t you bring the rest of them? You’re such a party pooper. 
You couldn’t even bring your wannabe detective friend?” 


“Always a game with you isn’t it?” Justin sighed, shaking his head as much as he 
could with a gun against his skull. It was pretty obvious Adachi didn’t want the rest 
of the group here of course, there’s no way he could take them all on with nothing 
but that damn gun of his. It was much easier to off them one by one than it was to 
take them in a fight. That was why he had appeared to Justin right now, was it not? 
After all, it wasn’t like he ever cared about the kid; it was all just an act. There was 
no bond there, or at least what had existed of it was long since gone. There had to 
be something there if Adachi had tried to warn him to stand down at one point with 
his damn letters... but that was about the extent of his compassion. If Justin insisted 
on involving himself, he was nothing more than another witness that needed to be 
silenced to keep his game going. 


“So why are you here? To change my mind? Don’t kid yourself.” Adachi chuckled 
slightly. He was curious as to what Justin had been doing hanging around this room 
for the last ten minutes, yet no matter how much he observed the teenagers 
pacing, he couldn’t pinpoint any clear motivation. Justin wished he could say that 
was it too, to just sit here and talk with Adachi about all he had done... But the truth 
was Justin didn’t know WHAT he was doing here. His soul was crushed and now he 
was left without direction in his life. He just found himself being drawn back to this 
room, looking for the puzzle piece that fell out of him. “Your whole gang should be 
here. You know, work together, beat the bad guy. Friendship, effort, victory... You 
guys love that stuff.” 


“,.Are you the bad guy?” Justin questioned, daring to turn about to face Adachi, a 
painful expression in the boy’s eyes as he stared at Adachi. He was a murderer of 
course, but the fact of the matter was even good people did horrible things. With his 
alleged motivations for committing the crime, it was hard to say he was in fact still 
a good person, but in the end, there was still hope in Justin that there was still light 
in the abyss of Adachi’s heart. That his soul could still be salvaged from the ruin he 
had left it in. 


“Pfft, of course | am.” Adachi shook his head with annoyance. It was pretty clear he 
was fed up with these games of Justin trying to cling desperately onto the character 
he had created just so people could believe he was nothing but a bumbling, 
incompetent idiot, incapable of committing an atrocity of this level, incapable of 
ever wishing Inaba would just burn to the fucking ground. It was amusing at first to 
find Justin trying to defend him against obviously true charges, but now it was 
bordering on obsessive. And Adachi was never exactly one for commitment; to 
anything or anyone. Too boring. “Just what was it about me that made you want to 
believe in me so bad anyway?” Justin tilted his head to the side slightly as he 
crossed his arms. To tell you the truth, after all that had happened he wasn’t so 
sure anymore. He’d like to say because he thought Adachi was a good person, but 


in truth it was far more likely because he reminded Justin of his father. Adachi was 
the father he didn’t get to have; and that’s why he clung so close to the fucker. He 
was like a bandage to an open cut; only it seemed that bandage had been ripped 
clean off, taking the hairs off Justin’s leg with it. But Justin could never admit that; 
he was too ashamed, not to mention it was just so selfish to use a person for their 
own gain... In that way, Justin supposed he and Adachi were a lot alike. Just add that 
to another reason it pained Justin to see Adachi succumb to sin. “I don’t have 
anything to say to YOU. If crimes could be solved by appealing to morality, we 
wouldn’t need the police! The person you believed in was a version of me who only 
existed in your head. You decided on your own to believe in me, and that decision 
betrayed you. Why complain about it to me?” 


“You’re wrong Adachi... There’s still some good in you.” Justin pleaded. He refused 
to accept that Adachi had always been this psychopathic creepy raper guy. At the 
end of the day, this persona that Adachi created that didn’t give a shit about 
anything, that always got in trouble because he was too lazy, that would perform 
magic tricks to entertain teenagers... That wasn’t fake, Justin just knew it. And that 
part was still in there hidden deep down inside of Adachi, Justin was sure of it. He 
could never forgive with Adachi had done, but at the end of the day, Adachi was still 
near and dear to Justin... But only Adachi, not this hollow shell of a man that was 
aiming a gun at Justin’s skull right now. That wasn’t the real Adachi, he was sure of 
it. Adachi simply groaned with annoyance. He could do without the dramatics and 
the petty speeches about how he could change. This wasn’t some movie where the 
bad guy could be manipulated and learn the error of his ways. This was the path 
Adachi chose; and he didn’t regret a damn thing. 


“You say the dumbest shit. It’s people like you who come to me alone, naively 
thinking you can ‘turn me around,’ that piss me off the most.” Adachi snapped, 
having just about enough of this. He wasn’t changing his mind on this, and that was 
that. And if Justin continued to bother him with this bullshit, well... Maybe he’d just 
have to shut his mouth. Preferably with lead. He raised his gun slightly, 
straightening his arm out as if to make clear he really was aiming to kill at this 
point. That was the problem with teenagers these days, they never shut their 
goddamn mouth... Except maybe that sister of Justin’s... Adachi couldn’t help but 
wonder if the mute could still moan. It was only a shame she didn’t move here till 
after he started his little crime spree... It was a good thing he kept his thoughts to 
himself, because if he had said that out loud, well... Justin would not hesitate to kill 
Adachi right here and now. Even if that mean taking a bullet or two himself. Even if 
that meant he had to put down someone he had admired oh so long ago. The truth 
was, there was nothing admirable about Adachi, Justin just was never able to see 
what he was really like. “What do you think will happen if | shoot you?” 


“| imagine my head with explode like watermelon, but you wouldn't do that. If you 
had any intention of shooting me you would have done it five minutes ago.” Justin 
remarked bravely. He wasn’t afraid of Adachi or his damn gun. This tough-guy 


murderer thing he had going on was nothing more than an act, and Justin was well 
aware of that. And he trusted Adachi was aware he was aware of that. Or perhaps 
his mind was so far gone that the limits of rhyme and reason had long since 
collapsed on him. He smirked, as if finding humor in Justin calling his bluff. 


“Wow, very optimistic! Is your brain rotting or something?” Adachi laughed. Justin 
rolled his eyes and crossed his arms, not buying this for even a second... 


And then Adachi fired the gun. The sound was enough to give Justin the anxiety 
attack of his life, and the smell of gunsmoke did nothing to calm his now jittery 
nerves. For a moment, Justin almost suspected he had been shot, and that 
somewhere in between the bullet striking his brainpan and him dying, he just 
couldn’t feel a damn thin. But in truth, Adachi had simply skimmed his ear with the 
bullet, puncturing the window behind Justin with a nice big hole. A slow trickle of 
blood flowed down Justin’s ear from where the friction of the bullet had cut the skin. 
It wasn’t much mind you, but enough that he could feel the moisture of his bodily 
fluids running down the side of his face. He was shocked to say the least. On one 
hand, Adachi didn’t have the balls to shoot him out right... There was still hope that 
he still held some fragment of humanity, or at the very least still had a soft spot for 
the blonde haired child who had helped him out of a jam on several occasions. On 
the other... He’d still hurt Justin as much as he could without killing him, which was 
debatably far worse. “Do you get it now? We're done talking. | won’t miss next 
time.” 


Justin stared at him with disbelief for a moment, pressing his hand against his now 
open wound, fingertips coated in red as he tried to identify the liquid pouting from 
his ear. He honest to god could not believe it, but in the end, it made one thing 
painfully clear: any and all hope of talking Adachi down from this was long gone. He 
had chosen his path and he refused to be swayed. He would kill Justin without so 
much as a second thought; or so he claimed. Justin began to walk away, gun still 
aimed at the back of his head. And as he passed by Adachi, he pushed aside the 
fabric of his jacket to reveal the handle of the magnum in his pocket, pausing for 
only a moment to make sure Adachi could get a good glimpse at it. “Neither will I.” 
Adachi chuckled slightly as he holstered his gun again, smirking that sinister smile 
of his. 


“Regular revenge always was boring...” He scoffed slightly at himself. There 
wouldn’t be anything fun in just putting a bullet through Justin’s skull right here and 
now. Anything worth doing in life was worth taking the time to do it right. Too bad 
Adachi was a lazy son of a bitch. And what about revenge? What did Justin ever do 
to Adachi that warranted revenge? He did fucking everything for that man, and he 
responded by pressing the barrel of a gun against his head. Adachi wanted 
revenge? So be it. But he wouldn’t be getting revenge on Justin; Justin would get 
revenge on Adachi for breaking his hear and leaving him a hallow mess of a man. 
“Let me see where your detective work takes you. It’s always good for a laugh. 


You’re so persistent!” Justin froze in place, gripping onto the door frame where he 
was about to take his leave. And for just a moment, he stuck his head back around 
the corner to look at Adachi. 


“| wouldn’t be so persistent if you just told me what | wanted to hear.” 


